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The Fuse Box
Abstract
In lieu of an abstract, below is the essay's first paragraph.
"Shane was grumbling to himself as he carefully stepped up a ladder on the side of his uncle's cabin. 'Stupid
lights in this stupid old cabin. I hate this place.' 'What are you whining about now, gay boy?' a voice said
sharply from below. 'Just shut up and hold the ladder,' Shane said, unhitching the door of the attic and ducking
under the splintered old door as it swung over him. 'I still can't believe my uncle put the fuse box in the attic.
it's like he knew he wouldn't be the one going up here.' "
Cover Page Footnote
Appeared in the issue: Volume 10, Issue 8, 2008.
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Shane was grumbling to himself as he carefully stepped up a ladder on the side of his uncle's
cabin. "Stupid lights in this stupid old cabin. I hate this place."
"What are you whining about now, gay boy?" a voice said sharply from below.
"Just shut up and hold the ladder," Shane said, unhitching the door of the attic and ducking
under the splintered old door as it swung over him. "l still can't believe my uncle put the fuse box in
the attic. [t's like he knew he wouldn't be the one going up here."
"Oh come on, Shane, just get up there. Your brother is right about you you're such a whiny little
pantywaist. Hurry up and get the lights on. I wanna start pounding that keg before everyone shows up
and drinks it all. We're getttng'wasted tonight! Here, here's the flashlight."
Shane turned around and the flashlight lobbed up to his unsteady hands. He reached for it hastily, near-
lyjerking the ladder into a sideways slide. It scared him to his core, and he tried desperately to push his
weight toward the cabin.
"Nice hands you D-bag!!"
Shane ignored the insult and leaned his forearm onto the attic floor. Carl laughed to himsell, very
pleased to be an ass, while Shane waited for the adrenahne to pass through his heart. He did not apprc-
ciate the rush of almost falling off a ladder. "You almost killed me!" he shouted. After a f'ew momenrs,
he clicked on the flashlight and laid an exploratory beam across the attic. Cobwebs were everywhere.
He nearly gagged.
This is the grossest thing I've ever seen, he thought to himself. He stood at the top ofthe ladder, his
knees resting on the floor of the entrance to the attic (which was really more a crawl space). It was a
little triangle room, with the apex of the cabin's roof down the center. ln the middle the ceiling meas-
ured four and a half feet; it sloped down to the sides so low you had to lay down to reach things against
the wall. A tiny bit of rope dangled next to a lightbulb on the low ceiling, but its clicks illuminated
nothing.
He had been in this attic a couple of times, but never at night. He knew that the fuse box was to the
right of thc doorway, toward the back ofthc cabin. He panned his eyes slowly as another beam floated
across the attic. It was dusty, almost ancient-looking. Cobwebs were everywhere. He could see a mouse
trap that had been successful but not emptied. He knew there were spiders up here; a nice dark place,
high offthe ground, very few visitors. He considered which corners they occupied, whether they werc
on or off thc ground, and where thcy might be comforlably webbed between old boxes and buckets. His
mind convinced him that he hadjust crawled into spider heaven.
"Dude, there's no way I'm going in here. We'll wait for my brother," Shane said.
"No, peach fuzz. He told mc to make sure you did it. Everyone will be getting here soon and there ha{
befter be lights on when they do. lt's dark as hell up here. You can't have girls at a creepy-ass back-
woods blackout party they'll frcak. Get your ass in there and do this. Your brother specifically said to
me, 'Don't let Shane chicken out. "'
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The thwacks got louder as Shane got closer to the door. The lock jingled on the door hinge' The
old wooden square swung open and carl saw Shane's face three feet away from his own. Shane was
flying through the air, arms outstretched and hands seeking a jugular'
"l hate you, Carl!"
The two plummeted ten feet to the soft earth with a deadly thud as Shane landed on Carl. lt
knocked the wind from his lungs, and Shane squeezed at Carl's throat, trying to pop his ugly face right
up offhis neck. carl's face took on the complexion of a tomato. His eyes bulged; his body yeamed
puintirtty for air. Dying, he looked in shock at Shane's bleeding, swollen eye, which was indeed horri-
tring, Uut it was Shane's left eye that was the more unsettling of the two. Its gaze was tortured and
thunderous and full of insane rage. The harrowing stare alone could have killed Carl by way of shock
or heart attack, for all we know, but by this time he was all but dead anyway. For good measure, Shane
clutched at the neck of the corpse until blood tumed to thick sludge inside him, rendering him para-
lyzed for good. He collapsed to the ground next to a dead Carl'
' 
Drawing short breaths, shane's entire head felt swollen. The spongy spider venom was nearly
finished soaking the life from his veins. He wondered which exhale would be his last. Unable to move
or scream, Shane heard the crunch ofgravel under tires. A car was coming up the driveway' He closed
his left eye and waited for his brother.
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